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The Homf of Bous

A Story of a Terrible Tempintion—

By Herbert D. Ward.

“Pat m
Yonger «
el himself

How ridiculous. "'m
bor.” Eldney stralzhien
up to bis Tull height of 5 fee

e

no

school. should appreach him on the thind
day. It i» & good thing that in our Ameri-
can schoois there is no rank in school but
that of good-fellowship. Bo the rec
nition of Tom DPevenant was enough to
give Skkiner a social position for the rest
of lils course,

“You've just come Inlo cur class, and
I'm Devenant—Tom, for short. I hops=

that »¢ may e=¢ much of each other.™
Ele heid out his hand cordially. It wam
a2 fa: hand, and exquisitely L for a

schoolioy's. A gold snake ring with two
d rubles for eyves glistensd on
He wore a fine tennis suit,
presence exhaled luzury.
Sidney had pever heen acgualntsd with a
hoy of Tom's social position before, and
1 fzscinated by that graciousness

and perfect form
“Have a tlgareiie™
his pocket a silver clguretie-holder and
handed it over 1o hie new clissmate. Sid-
ney hesitated, blushed, and then took the
yroffersd narcotic. He had never smoled
in his Mfe before; but it sssmed to him
caste before the syes
bin cinssmates if he refuped. 11 &
oy had asked him to do the same
he would have sald “No" quickly

Tom took from

s If he should Jos
of

“Where do you roem?"
a kindly vet indeflnatle

asked Tom with
tone of conde-

‘AL the Milistone
Sidney, paily;

House.' ‘answered
then, noticing a smile of
Fuperiority on h' oompanion’s f-i re, he
hurried to say apologetically: * Was
the only room I co get, 20
Iat Where do you room?T

“At the Clubhouse, of courze,” poini-
ing to a large brick bullding on the top of
the hill—the most cristocratic boarding-
house In town. “Do you play tenpls?
I'vée pot a private court up there
it oul mywself. I'l furnish racquet and
balls untl play sou three sets, 2nd bet
you sodas il win, Is it a go™'

“All right.” Sidney's eves sparkisd. He

conie

L&

*! HOPE THAT WE NAY SEE NORE OF -I:-Lt.:.-‘—-l- after cast
EACH OTHER o 3 in ever m-mhr.m

§ Inches, and Jooked nt his mother with | #7e RSN (S SN .
an Insolted alr, “"Besides, 1've never been | 88 EEURCTISEN L8 ) WA Nt
i Bostan in my Hie and | want to go.™ The engincer nlwave glows down for n
The boy |\lxr‘v—|.- his lipe out petulantiy “m"!.‘ i “r“-mf’:'.“ Seeferring. fo the
Mrs. Dorris jookeidl ut hér only ohild | Principall “won't be onlo that. Hey?

™. T L AL - . -

with & conflicting expression. Was it an- “B':";” i :
gor or embirrassment that made hier sun- iIney atammeted and  colored. His
Baret fuse Soili® She cust 5 QUIK, - mother's siri-t command inundated his

loved tennin =bove =il sports, and was
a piayer, having tak the High-
school champloship. “I'H run home and
put on my th I've got a raguel
thank you e if 1 4o,
dropping “hoolboy's slang
us aretie with
malter-of-courss
aad Tom and

e

do not nn i the Ho-ru:

Tom De wmnt was (oo well brought ug
to be dissipated, aml Sidney could not
But Tom wae lax In regurd to school
rules, and Telt himselfl muperior to them
He introduced Sidney Into his own s,
and before y knew it he was swag-
gering down the street 10 the postoffice,
playing tennis and whiet, and chumming
with boys who could afford to spend In

one month whet he could spend in a year.
Nevertheless he did not all his studious

hablis to wear off. He mude u mark in
the classroom. Besldes, he took his rank
2x a possibl mnis champion. This gave

him

guick ¢ In his claes; and, at
lugl, bhe was slected into the Beast So-
clety, of which Tom Devenant was the
patrinrch, and whose badge of member-
ship ronsisted o Ivory beetle which

was cxiublied between members on vari-

mind. He had clean

{ to snateh the dog eway

laid | ¢

bootblack. The grinder's head and shoul-
ders wers suvelope] In two shawis; her
eves kept watch apon the tite tincup
whoss bottom was aiready hidden by the
pennies ithat the thoughilers boys had
dropped In.

Ome hand purple at the knuckles,
weatherbeaten and thin ground out the
hoarse tones. while the other fondied a
beautifel, white, King Charles spanisl,

“Cau he bark? I'll give a cent 10 hear
him bark.” crfed Tom with a jingle of his
right hand. “Hetre Sid—give your su-
perfiuous cents to the poor—not that he
has any sense to give,” he added with a
vigorous attempt (o be funny. The boys
all launghed Joudly. Before he knew it
Eidney found himeelf thrust almost at the
begzar. He hed to put his hands on the
rziling above her to keep from falling
sgainst her. He lsughed joyously wilh
the rest and sald: “Oh, let up, fellowe,
can't you? Then he looked down, and
tke color died from his face, as the cloud
hides the sun.

He bebeld Ermine, his own litle dog
to whom he had sent messages of love In
&very letter home, in the arm of that
woman bejow him. His first impulse was
from the thief and
camfort it at hia breast; for in that In-
stantansous view, he bhad recognized his
spaniel's delieately tinged ears, and Loe
collar that be had himself put around Its
neck. He had not loosked at the woman
a2 vet. But ax he did so, a chill struck
his heart. The parched hand that turnsd
the worn crank had & ring upon it that he
remembeted too well. Oh. the familiar
stoop to thoss shoulders! The outline of
her head suffocated him. In that In-
stant's shock the command of his mother
finshed before his mind, and now he knew
too well what that order meant.

“Shell out, Bid!" The Inexorable Tom
gave him another shove,

“I éepun't.” stammered the unhappy
lad {estood trembling In every llmb, the
picture of horror and confuston.

5 You've got to give Lo the poor.
Haven't you read your Bible? We've all
dope our duty. Come—8hell out! Whi!
What's !‘u- matter, 8id? Are you =i
Jove, I belisve he has recognined t!w
Disie Ilm- u! York

With another loud laugh the boys turned
from the béeggar upon Sidney, who stood
before them trembling piteously. 1ie was
staring at his mother with jaw dropped,
with ashen face ax If he had seen the
dead. Ermine baid bLesn looking on as

i smal dogs are apt to do, with quick intel-

ligence. He had recognized his young
master, and with one wiggle had leaped
out of Mre, Dorris's arms and was jump-
Ing up Silr ‘s legw, barking at the top

|of his Ir Blidney's classmates stared
ei him In amazement. What Jid this
mesting mean?

"Give to ua, BHIY" auked one of the

fellowns with a rough snesr, “Who is she?
Out with the mystery of the beggar dog."
In that moment Siiney saw his position
in the g t school ruined beyvond re-
trieve, more ('ignrettf-s from Tom.
No more ennis

NOo more a “ ko would speak to
the beggar's sonT His soul, which had
undergone a gradual tl"!f‘ﬂ'.'\t sines he had
ieft home, had not touched Its spiritual
depth as vet. He gave Ermine a brutal
kick and ook from his pocket a few cop-
pers and threw them Into the cup with a

No more Be

deflant gpesture

| “IHow the Dickens do T know?™ He

| said this with an cath. It was his first.
Come on, won't you?' Even now he
might escipe, although the boys were
only half satisfied: but spaniei fol-
lowead falthfully, Fe weas confused and

stunned by his rough recepiion. The beg-
gar woman madé no effort to hold the d
back. She did not malse her e,»—s She did
not spedk. She ground out “The Last
Rose of Summer™ ox if her son had not de-
“I"li ber.

Il-rv fi4, here's yvour dog following."
oried his schoolmates mobckingly, “He
ssems to know you.”

Bot to Sidney the whole world had been
blotiesd out, and everything swam before

pealing glanee at her seter, which Bid- . j !.:rgul!rn all -llh(\tl! 1 his eves. He dared not turn, but stag-
d not potioe.  He hud moodily stoop- | % Then the whilon of his rich, smiling, | gered on a few stepy like & dr‘\mk\-r. man,
ok up the # King Charles |Cortless claskmate drove his mother outl. | His mother—a beggar-woman! His heart
and wius twi « its silken ear And Ihrll\ the foollshness of her request, | war shriveled up within him. Then he
finger and of the promise tfi-‘h-’ he hiad mude o | gaw 1he dog Deside him, and turmesd,
ill mot mend vou to boanling-school, | BeF overcame him But still the best in ‘Go back!" he shouted with a mad-
* wn } muther alowly and him nrmr‘r: | !l“-‘ﬁ-” for a moment dened, guttural volce.
yn vou Broftise me st o go | 1 doa't think 1 ought to go. I cam he beautiful dog stopped abuzhed and
to Bo s08n, L when | give you permis- | S¥t permission {!::nw-l in plteous doubt toward its mis-
plon. Besldes 1 think the roles of the “Now, 8id, look hepe be n G *1trecs. At that moment the stolld figure,
school do not A you toego. st was= the worst re 1 8 oy could | which bad not moved from s granite po-

" don't 3 hink 11 is | Ding at another In thut day. No diotion- | sitlon when the Ind denied his mother,
Tou w who has 1 betn oul |u!.‘- his been able to define the meani now lifted up its head and looked at him
of * I'Nl bet I'm the | ©f the term as used by the schoolboys in | for the firmt time when he repudiated the
only boy 3 » has never bpen | this salirie sense dog, and oh, what shame and disuppoint~
to Boston, miles away, 1'm “Buat 1 o afford—yon know,” stam- | ment snd pride were in that glanoe
Ured med pathetically | mered the boy The perforated asllp changed, and her
o who 1 look “Bah! Nonsense! This Is my treal. As | rfight hand now mechanic r ground out

r. Bhe sranle- | 2 member you have got 10 comse | the Intest popular melod ‘Oh Promise
r et = with Al 8id went AMe—Oh, Promise Me!" duey had often
WM WD A few hou €F a ETOuUp of Keven sung Lhis in choruz with the boys at
mother will let you go |#merged from an ibe cresm salc schotl. The sound of ¢ tune and Iis
on your way o the |Tremont strest They croseed o) aning brought his rt back to his
will be more expensive | = e —— e e - = P e > =y
Lowell Junction The
last wie add=d a=x o sort of apol

Y uring sugeestion of the first
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Sidney w at T.owell Juncticn
i sroond o sald Mrs. Dorris afl
Pouse I s¢ill se& him that far
myself. and then go-oh to the
i GwT WAy Tram
o ook ou
3 1o be dise
gnit Au.!\
¢ Ermine's wmil a puil
\r,,t muffled hix own =g
| bie naid  philoms
- Bves,
yourssif
AF work
NY MOTHER."

M. Dorris starsd at her son as w y high splrits, amd | mother. Oh, her sorrowmfidt Tace' Of
hiad o 1 ¢ tl upon them | what vxlve to him was his position in
celar abr school? What was the petty oplnlon of his
rin She = I ever been an 1op of the | new mates? Hete waa bhis mother. With
tesgmnt Bida was frightensd &t the arked Tom, poining at the s b nd he was by her side, and he bent
vhange md put his strong arms around her as

You shall aiever—" Mre. Dorris did not [-consclous one In the | to ect her from any further in
frlsh the question Was | from hin classmates. For five terrib
Mother!" o “You mre fll ‘1 pever thought much | minutes he had denfed her. But no

Dear mother! * he answered quick “Are ¥ saw things in a new light. His mot

Rut wshe stralghtened herseif up from no matter what she did, was more o
Ter habitusl stoop, parhed ide, and " answered Tom, with & 8- | om. Home was more than school
Jeft the room ond shut Lehind that instant all that was noble in the Ind
Yer. Sidneyr stared after aphast, And the seves aped up liks a spring when a waight is
but made no ofMort 1o foll A cordon | POFE. 8o castly ¥ A "".'“lh"”""‘:c: maved from R
of pew thoughts seemed to surround and | 10 19 f_l"-"' e “ulkﬂl s }'l Thev And Mrs. DorrisT The babit of vears,
confuse him LRy ;:'“‘. l,*.t":":'mﬂ—in!:. j“'..:‘.“';:", even In this suprems MOMent was stron

Blduey Darris entered the senlor class ;::Tﬁl “;_:t_ .t-\\';:—:":-n La"'___. “-i:n: the | With the sireet-player Her hand kept

Biting-school with no con- | oovvaye highway that represented the cul- | rdy-gurdy. The roll had

re were T motre bors

In the

| Oh darkies, how my

t Hid s fud ture and weaith of the great common- |
g .15" Fot (hluwy e i i e had wealth, In the meattime the boys had
L 3 -t L )
;-“:v",'-u: e el S samans Although | eppped ut the ron gate that leads 1o the
e SRS BeEn UaeE 1o aseveiating With bovs | sione steps and the capitol. They were
all kis life, yvet, as this was the first time mughlng and chafing, Jjingling peomies,

that he had o

er been away from home by

surrounding an old weman

ms much as a single night, the feeling of “Hers, Sid; hurry up! You've got to
" o - 1] " : v

homesickness overpowersd him, and ¢ chip In. Can't et you off, old man.

preined 10 Dhim at thet tine Impossibie It was one of those huniy-gurdy play-

even 1o form acgualntances and friends
Hepfuse of his fearisss expresslon Sid
ney was & boy's boy, and ¥ it was mos

matural that one of the richest fellows

in the clams, & member of the most ex

clusive of the many secret soclelivs iz the

ers, whom the boys had stopped to lease
- | with generous and careless nonchalence.
t | Ehe was bent, and evidently old. She wen

- | the gate. droning her lugubrious Instru-

""'ht' Old Folks at Home™
.\11 !r work! am said and dreary,
Eb'ry where | roam;
heart grows weary,
Far from de old folits at home"
dromned out the grotesque instrument:
but the tears were now sireaming down
the withered face of the head bowed In
the shawls.
“Well, S84, who Is your friend anyhow?
She'a 4 dalay.” Tom Devemant spoke

| with his pertest air of sarcasm.

sitting on the sidewnlk huddlsd uap against |

ment slowly and pattetically. The struins | shoulder.

Sidney ruised himself to his height His
kand rested Jovingly on his mother's
His poor chin trembdied, and

face. To hl:

narrow visiom life ﬂ its possibilitlen
seemed extingnished by this terrible dis-
covery. murudhmem.nm
His classmutea stood In & Jeering crowd
around him. A fow others had gathered
thers too, And the organ dromed the
chorus:

"How my heart grows weary, far from
de old folks at home™

‘T must beg you to lemve us slone™
Siiney looked his clasmmates stralght in

the eyes, and spoke with hls grandest |

alfr. “That lady Is my mother.”

The tension was tod greatl for the sensi-
tive lad., He swared and swooned.

Tom caught him, and the boys, so easily
turned from sarcasm o pity by the In-
silnct of youth, now sesmed to understand
their clussmate’'s anguish, and tried to
minister to him,

“He pever knew I did this" sald M=
Dorris in a low tone to Tom &s they both
tried 1o revive her son. “I told him not
to come to Hoston, E'took to it when my |
husband disd, 18 years ngo, becanuse
there's so much money in L. I've been
an honést woman and worked hard—God
krows—{or my boy. I wanted to give him
a4 good education—" Here she sobbed.
"“Ah, young sir, he's the same boy that
he was before he saw me. Don't blame
Sidney. Don't give him up! 'l glve it
up! Tom's mouth twitched as he list-
ened. Just as Sid opened his eves his own
#0ft hand stole around the knotied
knuckles of the orgam woman, and he
gave them a warm poessare.

“You may trust me" Be sald. TU he
his friend."” Then he looked serionsly at
the mother mand son with the experienced
uir of & man of the world., *“I think you
Lad better give it up mow, for his sake,"
he whispered as he helped Sidney to his
Teel.

The street-player Bodded silently. When
Sidner had strugxlesd to his feat, and be-
gan to look for her in & dazed way, his
mother had disappeared in the crowd.

That night there was a mesting of the
celetirated Heetle Sovlety. The members
present were as solemn.as an easterly fog,
Sidney nlone was not there.

“It i=n't his fault)” sald the Patriarch.
“What's the use of belenging to & society
unless you stick to ‘each other? It len't
to go back on-one another. Gentlemen
don’'t do thar™

leaning back in hin chalr and emacking his
lipa together, as old people will do some-
times, “was that after the hogs were
killed Mr. Man had to get their bair off.
I dom't know how people do mow, but that
was what Mr. Man did then. He had o
get the halr off—but Row? Well, he plled
up wood, and In between the logs be
placed rocks and stones. Then he dug &
hole in the ground and half buried a bogs-
head, the open end L1ed up & Hitle higher
than the other end. This hogshead he
filled with as much water as it would hold
In that positlon. Then he s=t fire 10 tha
pile of wood. As It burned, of course the
rocks woull become heated. Thess Mr.
Man would take in a shovel and throw in
the hogshead of water, The bhot rocks
would heat the water and in this way the
|ho;:s were wculded so the halr on thelr

hides could be scrapei off.

I “Well, the day I'm telling you about.

Mr. Man had been killing hog= and scald-
ing the halr off. Whken I got there the
pile of wood had burped away, and Mr.
Man had just taken his hogs home In his
wagon. The weather was very cold, and
as I stood there warming myself 1 heard
Brother Lion roaring a little way off. He
had peented the fresh meat, and 1 knew
he would head right for the place where
the hogs had been killed,

“Now Brother Lion had been worrying
me a good deal. He had hired Brother
Wolf to capture me, and Brother Wolt
had failed. Then he hired Brother Bear,
and Brother Bear got Into deep trouble
Finally he hired Brother Fux, and I knew
the day wasn't far off when Mre Fox
would have to hang crape on her door and
go in mourning. All thi= had happened
some time before, and I bore Brother Lion
no good will,

“S0 ‘when I heand him In the woods
singing out that he smelled fresh blood,
I grabbed the shovel the man had left
and threw o dosen or so hot rocks io the
hogshead, and then threw some freab dirt
an the fire. Presently Brother Lion came
trotting up, snifing the air, and pursing
fike n spioning wheel a-running, and
dribbling at the mouth.

“1 passed the time of day
he came up, but T kept further away (rom
him than he could jump, He sesmed
very much surprized o ses ms, and sald
it was pretty bad weather for such Hutle
chaps to be out; but I Lold him I had on

with him as

He stopped and looked | pretty thick underwear, and besldes that

1o nnar.he-r appenlingly.

one "1'10

ot 1ove vou' sald A member adlress-
ing Tom, “that any man who gives Sid
away in this school or even afler, and
who dosan’t stand up for him like a broth-
er 1g a—a gilly, and shall be eternally ddise
Eraced, u\_l—nu-!-‘ 1

“That's enough,” Mld Tom, with swim-
ming eyes, “All In favor, hamis up.
Contrary minded It |5 a unanimous
vote. The mntl‘nglluuoumed. Let's all
g0 apnd see

And to the honor 1 the

srhﬂﬁi the vole way scrupy
out.

# and of they
uly' carrisd

- e—————————

LITTLE MR. THIMBLEFINGER

The Children's S ud Visit=By Joel
Chandler Harris.

(Copyright, 1855, by Joel Chandler Harris.)

CHAPTER XI1IT-HOW BROTHER LION
LOST RIS WOOL.

Mr. Rabbit shaded hiz eyves with his
hand and pretended to belleve that there
might be a wooden horse trying to catch
Tickle-My-Toes after all. But Mrs. Mead-

ows said that there was no danger of
anything like that., She explained that
Tickle-Ms-Toes was running away be-

e he didn't want to hear what wan
suld about his story.

“1 think he's vight.," remarked Mr, Rab-
bit. “It was the queerset tale T ever
heard In ali my Iife. You might sit and
listen to tales from now until—well—until
the first Tuesday before the last Batur-
day In the year TW0OIT, and you'd never
hear another tale like L™

“1 don't see why,” suggested Mre
Meadows.

“Well"

plied Mr. Rabbit, chewing his
tobacco very slowly, *thers are more rea-
sons than I have halrs In my head, but I
will only give you three. 1n the first place,
this Sparkie Spry doesn't marry the King's
daughter. In the séeond place, he doesn't
live happlly forever after. Amd In the
third pixce”—Mr. Rabblt paused oand
scraiched his hesd—1 declare, I've for
gotten the thind resson.”

“If It'a mo better thin the other two, it
doesn’t amount to much,” sald Mrs, Mead-
ows, “"There's no reason why heé shouldn’t
have married the king’s daughter if the
king had a doughter, and if he didn’t live
happily it was his own faull. Storiea are
not expected to tefl sverything.”

“Now, I'm glad of that,” exclaimed Mr.
Rabbit. ““Truly glad. 1've had a story on
my mind for many years, and 1I've Kept
It to my=elf because I had an dea that in
telling & story youw had to tell every-
thing."

. ¥ou wers very much mistaken,
mald Mrs. Meadows, with emphasts,

“Ho it seems—eo it stems" remarked
Mr. Rabbit

“What wzse the story?” asked Buster
John.

“1 called it a story,” replied Mr. Rabbit,
“phyut that 1= too big & neme for it [ reckon
svou have heard of the time when Brother
Llon had hair all over him as long &nd &5
thick a3 the mane he has now ™

But the children shook their heads. They
had never heard of that, and even BMrs.
Meadows sald It was news Lo her.

"Now, that s very queer,” remarked
M. Rabbit, filling bhis pipe slowly and de-
liberately “Vory queers indead, Time
and again I've had It on the tip of my
longue to mention that matter, but 1 al-
ways came to the conclusion that every-
body knew sall about It. Of course, 1t
doesn’t seem repsonable that Brother Lion
went about covered from head to fool, and
1o the tip of his tafl with jong. woolly halr,
but, on the other hand, when he was first
sson without his long woolly hulr, he was
the laughing stock of the whole district.
I kr mighty well he was the most mis-
erable-looking creature I ever saw,

It was curfous, too, how happened.™
Mr. Rabbit -ontinped. *“"We were all
Ing in & muech colder climate than that in
the country next door. Siz monthe in the
year there was jo# in the rivers and snow
on the grouad, and them that didn’t lay
up som=thing to eat when the weather
wae open had s pretiy tough time of it
the Test of the year. Brother Lioa's long
woolly hair belonged to that climate But
for that he would have frozen to death,
for he was a great hunter, and he had 10
be out in all sorte of wenther,

“One season we had a tremendoos spell
of cold weather, the coldest I had ever
felt. | happened to be out one day, brows-
ing arcund, wnen [ saw blue smoke rising
& lttie distance off, s0 I savys Lo myself,
says L. I'll go within smelling distance of
the fire and thaw mysell out. So I went
toward the smoke, apd | soon saw tha
Mr. Man, who lived pot far off, had Lesn
killing- hoga.

EROTHER I Tox

IN HOGSHEAD.

I hand just taken a hot luth In the hogs-
head,

‘I'm both cold and dirty,”
smelling arcund the hogshead., ‘and |
need o bath. I've been asleep In the
woods vomler, and I'm rigiht stilf with
cold. But that water iz bubbling around
in there mightily.*

“Tve just Bung some rocks in”
“*How do you get InT sass he,
‘Back in, says L
“"Brother Lion walked around the hogn-
head once or twice, as if to satisfy him-

says he,

says L

geifl that thers was no trap, and then
squattéd and began to crawl into the
hogshead backward. By the time his hind
legg touched the water he pulled It out
with o howl, and tried to Jump away,
but somehow his foot silipped off the
rim of the hopshead and be souzaed Ints

the water— kerchug!
ders"™
AMr, Habblit pansgd,
chuckled to himself.
“Well, you never heard such
sinee you were born.

up to his shoul-

shut his eyex, and

howling
Broether Lion scram-
bled out quicker thun a cat can wink
her left eye, and rolled on the ground,
and scratched around, and tore up the
carth considerably. 1 thought at first he
wus putting on snd pretéending, but the
water must have been mighty hot, for
while Brother Lion was scuffling about
all the wool on his body came off up
to his shoulders, and if you wers to see
him today you would find him jusi that
way

“And

more Lhs

before he soused

himsell in that of hot waler,
rrother Lion used to strut around con-
siderably. Belng the king of all the ani-
mals, he felt very prowd, and he used to
£0 with his tail curied over hiz back.
But since that Uime, he s nround as
iIf he was afrald someéebody would ===

him.

here’s anoiher
him #o bed for a

o fiy lit on him he'd
of the otheér animni
thought it was a
they began to wig

. His hide hurt
week that every time
wiggle his tall. Some

eeing him do. this,
fashion, and so
& thelr tails. Wateh

your old house cat when you go home,
and you'
i dny,
Why?

11 see her wicele her tall 20 timos
without any reason or provocation.

Simply because the other animals,
saw Brother Lion wiggling his
thought it wee the fashion, and so
il begun it, and now it has become
= hablt with most of them. It is
curious bow such things go,

“But the gueerest thing of all,” con-
tinued Mr. Rabbit, leaniog back In his
chair, and Iooking at Mrs; Meadows and
the < ren through half-closed eyes,
““was this—that the only wool left on
BErotlier Lion's body, with the exceéptlon
of his mane, W littte tuft right an
the end of his ail.”

the

nE A

“How was that?
ows,
Air,

inguired Mrs, Mead-

Rabblt lughed heartily, bot made

anything to laugh at"

said ‘L!r< with some emphasis.

“A civil deserves a civil an-
swer, I've 2 heard."™
*Well, you ow what you gald awhile
* remarked Mr., Rabbit

don't w as 1 remember,” re-
Alrs io

you sald that It was

1 erything in a

it made this remark

“And I judged by the

l!=.1r. it wus bad taste

1 remember now," said Mrx, Mead-

.\.:;hmg “It was ooly one of my

“But this is no jok protesied Mr.
Zabbit, winking at the chiidren, but kesp-
ing the serious of his face toward
Mrs. Meadows, ‘1 took you at your sol-
£mn wo Now, here s a tuft of wool
on Erother Lion's tail, and youn ssked
m= how It happered to be there. 1 an-
swer you as you answered m="You don't
have to el everything in a story.” Am
I right or am I wrong?”

“I'tl not dispute with you,” remarksd
Mrz. Meadows, aking up her knitting.

“1 dop't mind telling you,” remarkedl
Alr. Rabbit, turning to the children with
a confidential air. “It was simple as
falling off & Jog. When Brother Lion fell
into the hogshead of hot wuter, the end
of his tail slipped through the bung-
hole.”

Thi= explunation was such an unaxpect-
ed one that the children laughed, and so
did Mre. Meadows But Mr. Thimble-
finger, who put in &En appearance, szhook
his head and remarkead that he was afrald
that Mr, Rabbit got worse as he grew
older, instead of better.

(Iv be ceotinued)

ARTEMUS WARD, THE GREAT
AMERICAN HUMORLIST,

Carcer of a Man Who Made an Inter-
national Reputantion and Died
When Osly 22,

-_—

{Copyright. 186, by 'S. 8. McClure, Limited)

“Artemus Ward," the genial showman,
was not & mere Yank=e humorist, His
E=nlus was thoroughly cosmopolitan, and ha
himself a "“rolling stone"™ But thouzgh
everywhers a stranger, he was sverywhere
at home. In his natlve place, Waterford,
Me., be received a common school educa-
tion, and, being early thrown upon his
own Tesources, he at the age of 14 entersd
the Clarion printing office at Skowhegan
to earn his livelihood.

Having learned ta net h—ne fairtv weil

ARTEMUR WARD.

his restless spirit soon set him in motion,
and ke roamesd from one country printing
office to another till he was 16, when he
found himself stranded in Boston, How-
aver, having alrendy mads himself a first-
class typesetter, he had no difficnlty in se-
curing employment in the office of the
Carpet Bag, a comic journal conducted by
Shillaber, the famous “Mrs, Partington,”

who was then very busy in kesping back
the waters of the Atlantic ocean. Here
“Artemus Ward,” bormn Charfes Farrar

Browne, was in his element, and soon he
began to try his wings in the congenial
Carpet Bag, to the great delight of “Mre
Partington’ and the remarkable boy “'lke.”
who wondered muoch what rare Lird had
strayed Into their nest,

But in vain they wondered, for Artemus
carefully concealed himself, and hearing
Horace QGreeley’s “Go Wesat, yvoung man,’”
he before long took flight again, not alight-
ing until he had reached Toledo, Ohio.
Here he remained but a short time, when
he removed to Clevaland, ere he took
quarters In ths composiy m of the
Plain-Dealer, an able, w r eninted
Journal, and a grest power In that portion
of Ohlo.

w

Here “Arfemus Ward” was born and
gErew to maturity under the fostering care
of this influentinl newspaper. At first

he was employed at type-setting, writing
anly short things (o fil up rome vacant
column of the Journal. Bul these short
things ntiracting the attention of the ed-
itor-in-chisf, he was promoted to the ed-
itorial =taff, wheve he soon opened the
menagerie of “Artemus Ward, Showman,”
into which he introduced from time to
time “‘three moral Bares, a Kangaroo (i
amoosing Httle Raskal—"twould muke you
lnrf yerself to deth to see the jitile onss
Jjump up and =queal); wax fAgzers of G.
Washington, General Taylor, John Bun-
yan, Captain Kidd and Dr. Webster In
the act of killing Dr. Parkman; beshles
weveral miscellanyus wax statoos of oel-
ebrated pirates and murderers,, ete.,
ekallad by few and excélled by nome™

The menagerie took Clevaland by storm,
andl scarcely a day puassed without some
couniry reader of the Plain Dealer apply-
ing to its counting-room for a sight of
the Kangarco, the moral “Bares™ and
the wonderful wax “figrers.""

Being in Cleveland in 1551 [ made the ac-
quaintande of one of the editors of thaz
jourral, who had been ihe assoclate and
friend of A, Ward" at this period. He
described to me his appearance when he
first came to the Plain Dealer office. He
was, he sald, long and lank, with flowing
hair, loosely fitting cout, and trousers too
short in the legs and bagging at t
knees. His humor was irrepressible, al-
ways bubbling aver. and ke kept all about
him In a constant state of merriment.
He could see anly the ludicrons side of
# subjeci—was & wag, and in that line a

genjus,
He soon took on more becoming ral-
ment, and wherever he went he became

o univerzal favaorite. Soon after his p
motion to the editorinl staff he was cnlled
upon at a “Ben” Franklin festival to re-
spond to & toast (o the press, He
his feet, hung his hend for o féw
ments In sllence, and then sat down,
ing said nothing. In his own sccou
the festival in the next day's Flalng
his speech was reported by a blank s
of nearly half a column.

He made a fortnight's vislt
to his mother, i
e go off on one of these vacstions he ¢
ployed the gentleman (o whom I have
ferred to perform his duties In his ab-
sence. After carefully instructing him as
to his work, he drew from his pocket =
plece of tow string about a foot and &
half long. saying that was the amount of
copy he woulld be expected ta furaluh per
day, and he left it on his desk as & re-
minder of the quantity,

YA Wand's" absurd descriptions of his
Imaginary menagerie, his keen witticisms,
shrewd sayings and Irresistible plays of
humor; secured him & de reputation.
and after sevesal years' connection with
the Plaindealer, he was invited to remave
to New York city and become a regular
contributor to Vanity Fair, a short-lived
but exceeding brilllant comie journal, then
edited by that sccomplished scholar and
thorough gentleman, Charles Godfrey Lo-
land (Hans Breitmann).

This gave Artemus Ward & mors ex-
tended sudience, and 2 national reputa-
thon. His sayvings were soon in the mouths
of every Northern man, and they did v
much 1o sustain a sentiment of loyalty
to the T'nion. His satire was keen, but
very genial, and benemth It all was o
stratum of shrewd American common
sense that appealed allke to  political
friends and enim I know of nothir
that so well depicts the troublous tim
of the early years of the civil war as
sketches in Vanity Falr. As mere pi
tures of th= war period they have a per-
mansnt historical valve. Nowhere &ise are
#o clearly shown the confused and jarring

rose [0
mo-
hav-

every

year

notlions of the average Américan on the
great emancipation problem, or such a
portrait as that of the shing patriot

and wife's reja-
staved at home

who sent all his
tions to the front,
himself.

Thesa sketches written at the darkest
period of the the war, idly expreas the
nation's trials and perplexities, and no
can read them now without being struck
with the strong hold they took upon the
people, a8 It is evidenced by the great
number of his witty sayings and happy
turns of thought that have become a part
of the language of the country. Some of
his single words became at ¢ a part
of the nationa! vecabulary,

When Charles G. Leland, resigned
take the m-—r.u-; editership of th
nental Monthly, “A. Wanl” sucoeeded him
as sditor of Vanity Falr, and soon he be-
gan his remarkably soccessful career
a jecturer. In this capacity bhe visited
T'tah apnd Californin, and returning to
New York In 18682 he produced o ==
lectures on Mormeniem, which took
public by storm, &nd even pow are a de-
light to those who read his book on Erig-
ham Young and his people. In the spring
of 1596 be went to London, intending to at

awn
but

ne

2

an

the work until June of that year. His lece
tures were as cTYAl A yucesss 1o Englaod
4s thoy had been In 1bhis esuntry. and hig
contributions to Lthe London Punch, whick
began st the same time ook rank with
those of the most famous humorists of
our time, who have one and all written
for that noted journal Few things in hu-
morous Htersiare are better than his re-
flectlons “At the Tombd of Shakspere™
which was hls first cortribution o Punch.

“I told my wife BEstsey,” ke says, “when
1 left home [ wonkd go o the birthplace
of the orther of ‘Otheller’ and other plays
She sald that as long as [ kept out of
Newgate she aldn't enre where [ went.
‘But,” 1 said, “don't you know he was the
greatest poit that ever Hyed? Not one of
thess common polts, I'ke that young 1dyit
who writes verses 10 our daughter abowt
the rosss as growses and the breczes as
blowsesn—but a Boes Foll. also a philoso-
pher, als0 a man who knew n great deal
about everything.'

“*She was packiog my things at the
time, and the ooly answer she made was
to ask me if 1 was a-gein' to carry both of
my red nannel nmightcape.

“Yes, 've be:n to Btratfond on the Aven,
the birthplave of Shakspere. Mr. 8. I
nOW no more, He's boen dead over three
hundred (300 venrs. The peaple of his
netive town are justlr proud of him. They
clreriah his mem'ry, und them as soll ple-
tures of Hhis birthplace, ete., make |t
profti cheriskin' L. Atmost everybody
Puys & pletus o put In their Alblom

“As 1 stood g £ on the spot whers
Shakspere I8 supposwed to have fell down
on the lce and hurt hissell when n boy

cannct be bought—the town au-
ex say iU shull never be taken from
Stratford), I wondered I 30 years hence
picturs of my birthpluce will be In
mand? Wil the people of my oative town
be proud of me in 300 yea 1 guens they
won't short ~ause they say
the fat ma ds which 1
exhibited there was stulfed out with pil-
lars and cushions, which he sald one very

de-

hot day in July: “Oh, bother: [ can't stand
this," and ecommenced pallin® the pillers
out from umler weskit, and heavin®
‘em at » audience, | néver saw & man

lose flesh wo fast In my lUle. The audience
said I was a pretty man to come chiselin®
my owh townmspeople. 1 sald, ‘Do not be
angry 1= eftimens, | exhibited him sim-
ply ns work: of art. I simply wished
to show you that a man could grow fat
without the aid of cod liver oil' But
they wouldn't ls=ten to me. They are &
Jow ard grovelin® set of peaple, who excils
& feelin’ of loathing in eve
lorfty emotions amd originel
bidin' plpce.*™

But Browne's
hort hy

tlf‘-:.’: have &

a0} in England
his continned 111 health.
dly deciine and he set out to re-

tum o this country, but death overtook
him belors he could ger upon shipboard,
and he breatheid his last at Sauthampton,
Fuogland, on the ¢lh of March, 1867, at the
age of 5. By his will, after provid-
* hi= mother and for a young man
undertaken to educate, he left all
to T i an orphan asylum
thelr orphan children,

r his whlowead mother wua
benutiful survived him
and whe she spoke of
death, it as his long and

severnl y
him afte

T his

faithful jlove of ut she dwelt upon,
and not upon lhn I nt gqualitiea that
had made him world-famous. They now
e tozcther, side by side, in Lthe grass-
grown cemetery at £ th Waterford, Me,,
with u simpis ~1..~r'. i over their he

word “"Browne."
k= the lust rest-
American hu-
short jife he creatad one
2l and amusing charc.
Thoss who knew him
gn that had he lived his
» rivaled that of Rabelais
'r\“l' GILMORE.,
“Edmund Kirke").
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Beecham’s pills are for bil-
iousness, sick headache, diz-
ziness, dyspepsia, bad taste
in the mouth, heartburn, tor-
pid liver, foul breath, sallow
skin, coated tongue, pimples,
loss of appetite, etc.,, when
caused by constipation; and
constipation is the most fre-
quent cause of all of them.

Oue of the mostimportant things for
everybody to learn is that coustipation
canscs more than half the sickness io the
world, capﬂ'mllv of women; and itcanall
be preventsd. Go by the book, free nt your

druggist’s.or write B.F. AllenCo. ,365Cenal
Bt., New York. Pills,1cf and 235¢ a box,
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